AN   INTERPRETER   OF   ENGLAND

is enough to make Attila turn in his grave with
envy.

It is the thought of the human misery and,
still more, of the dark ages to follow, that is
the ever-present thought that fills the mind of
the leaders of democracy. They look beyond
their own people to the peoples of the world
and see them sliding into the abyss. That is
not a prompting of physical fear: it is fear for
the minds and souls of our fellow men. I
have taken part in many moving ceremonies
and it has fallen to me to speak on many
moving occasions. But one stands out in
my memory when I met the Canadian veterans
of the Great War in Westminster Hall> one
summer day nearly three years ago. In that
great hall built by a Norman king was held
the first English Parliament, seven hundred
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